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Communications. 


“+e er +e ++ 


* Hither the products of your closet-labors bringz, 
* Enrich our columns, and instruct mankind.’ 


ORCC eee eee ee 


For the Werrimackh Wagaztne. 


- * WHERE YOUR TREASURE 1S, THERE 
WILL YOUR HEART BE ALSO.” 


MANKIND, in general, in purfuit 
after happinefs, are too apt to imagine that 
wealth is the only thing which, when pof- 
fefled, can yield them perfe& happinefs.— 
Bent on gain, they negleé the prefent mo- 
ment, and are entirely regardiefs of hap- 
pinefs within their reach, in anticipating 
the future, and in dreams of imaginary 
happinefs, which for them lies concealed 
beyond the dark curtain of futurity. Stim- 
ulated by a fordid and avaricious difpofi- 
tion, they purfue every imaginary phan- 
tom that points out to them the way that 
leads to the accumulation of riches. While 
fome ufe more honorable means in enrich- 
‘ing themtelves, others defcend to the lowett 
and molt degrading, and feem determined 
to perfevere in the accomplifhment of their 
delign, and to facrifice their honour, their 
peace, and their happinefs, at the fhrine of 
wealth.—In an age like the prefent, it is 
not fo much to be wondered at that people 
are fo eager in the purfuit after riches, 
fince they are efteemed by the world in 
proportion as they become rich. The 
mifer, in hoarding up his treafure, deprives 
himfelf of almoft all the conveniencies and 
even the neceffiries of life; he is but a 
blank in fociety, lives wholly to himfelf, 
and devotes the principal part of his time 


in contriving fchemes to gratify his infa- | 
tiable thirft tor gold. However derogatory | 
to ‘ie principles of folid reafoning this may | 


appear, there are many characters of this 
defcription, and fome even upon beds of 
ficknefs and death, when their immortal 
fouls are * jaft quitting their tenements of 
clay,” reluctantly rid themfelves of this 
fordid and avaricious difpofition. 

‘¢Men heap up riches, but know not 
who will gather them.” Born into the 








world in poffeflion of nothing, they muft 
fubmit to the reafonable and jult decree, 
of carrying nothing with them. To be in 
poffeflion of riches, in fuch a degree as 
may be confidered a competency, is cer- 
tainly very defirable, it is natural and rea- 
fonable. But we refle&t with horror upon 
mankind in acknow!edging their fad de- 
pravity 5 in oblerving the influence of gold 
among men, and how confpicuous it fhines 
in all their actions : 
** For gold too oft with magic art, 

Subdues cach nobler paflion of the heart ; 

This crowns the profp’rous villain with applaufe, 

To whom, in vain, fad merit pleads her caufe.” 


Yet from obfervation and experience, 
we mult certainly confefs, that riches of 
themfelves, are infufficient to render our 
lives pleafant and agreeable. Health and 
contentment, diffufe a pleafing ferenity 
over our minds, and ftrew with flowers 
the perplexing road of life; in poiffeffion 
of thefe we are led to the contemplation of 
happier fcenes, in that paradife above, 
where we fhall bloom in immortal health, 
and drink deep of the pure waters that 
flow from the celeftial fountain of our God. 
Are we in pufuit of happinefs ? It is often 
found in the lonely cottage, but feldom in 
the fplendid palace. We may reafonably 
fuppofe the man who pofleffes 

‘+A fpirit that with noble pride 
Can look fuperior down 
Cn fortune s fmile or frown,” 


enjoys himfelf far better than he whofe 
adamantine heart is bound in gold, whofe 
eyes are blinded by its dazzling rays, and 
his fight contracted fo effeQually, that he 
can difcover no beauties in anything which 
tends to cultivate the mind, or the im- 
provement of their moral and inte!le€tual 
nature. The days of his life that have 
fwittly glided away, and ‘numbered with 
thofe beyond the flood,” can yield him no 
fasisfalion ia the retrofpeét; he is depriv- 
ed of the fublime pleafures of reflection, of 
memory, and of hope. How has he mif- 
taken the end of his exiftence ; the dignity 
of his nature he has never known, nor the 
rank he is allowed to hold in the fcale of 
beings ; much lef: is he fenfible of the ex- 
alted and refined enjoyments which his na- 
ture is made capable of, by his all-boun- 
teous and glorious Creator. 


If fortune has {miled, if fhe has fhow- 
ered down upon us an abundance of riches, 
we fhould endeavor to make a right ufe of 
them, confider them as talents entruited to 
our care, and make them fubfervient to 
every humane defign, inftrumental to our 
fellow-creatures, by removing the thorns 
and briars which infeft the path of life. 

Petrarch, fpeaking of gold, fays, «I 
know it is made to folace the wants, and 
not to nouri(h the paffions of men. In this 
view it was originally fought from the 
mines, purified, ftruck, and ftamped. He 
who expends it properly, is its mafer ; 
he who lays it up, its’ keeper ; he who 
loves it, a fool; he who fears it, a flave; 
he who adores it, an idolater ; the truly 
wife man, is he who defpifes it.” Unbiafl- 
ed by prejudice, every candid perfon mutt 
acknowledge, that Petrarch was werta 
and hafty in his decifion. Fond of folitude, 
almoit to excefs, he defpifed the riches and 
honors of the world. Although crowned 
with laurels, acknowledged one of the firft 
poets of the age in which he lived, the 
honor of an acquaintance with the greatett 
men in Germany and Italy; yet fo great 
was his averfion tothe world, that although 
offered feveral of the moft honorable and 
lucrative offices of government, he rejeéted 
them all, for the filent and fequeftered 
thades of his beloved VauCLUsE. 

Whatever may have been written on 
the fubje@, many will fay, ** away with 
fuch nonlenfe as this, he writes only tor 
amulement ; I do not believe him, nor do I 
think 4e believes what he adduces himielf. 
All mult bow to this golden fceptre ; all 
mu({t acknowledge that the love of money 
reigns predominant in the human breaft.” 
Such is the language of many ; but how 
unbecoming is it in man, endowed with 
rational faculties, to argue in a manner fe 
diametrically oppofite tu reafon and com- 
mon fenfe. 

Iappy isthe man who poff-fles riches, 
and with them a difpofition to do good, 
a tecling and a benevolent heart. But how 
few there are of this defcription among us. 
Self-love,the grand ruling principle in their 
breaits, ** fubdues every nobler impulfe of 
the heart,’ and deltruys all the finer feel. 
ings of fympathy and benevolence. Ipfen- 
fible of the pleafure the good man receives 





in diffufing his beneficence, they remain 
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dead to ide cries uf i jured innecence, and 
harden their hearts to the 
of compatiion.” 
tostunes of their tellow creatures loudly 
{peak to them for affiitance, but in vain 
they may feck for reliet from thofe whofe 
obdurate and unfeeling hearts are callous 
to the voice of diltrefs, and whofe bowcls 
of compaflion are forever fhut. 

Finally, let us not be ever anxious for 


any thing of atemporal nature, but receive | 


with gratitude the bleflings of Heaven, 
perfevere with unwearied diligence, in the 
ways of well-dving, and from the troubled 
ocean of life, we fhall arrive fate at the 
haven of happinefs and repofe; where 
{torms fhal! never enter, and where billows 
ceafe to roar. 

“* Thrice happy they, the wife, contented poor, 

** From !uft of wealth, and dread of death fecure, 

** They tempt no deferts, and no grief they find, 

** Peace rules the day, where reafon rules the mind.” 


ALPHONSO, 








THE FATHER: 
Or, AMERICAN SHANDYISM. 
A COMEDY—-IN FIVE ACTS, 
CONCLUDED, 


ACT Y¥. 
Enter Ranter. 


‘Citi! fott voice 
, “i a 
[he difficulties and mif- | 


| Mack. Ha, ha! youare as cenfurtous as the por- 
ty you have been Ceferibing ; but Wis time yoa 
i} was with them, end bat thie Thea're, 

' 


{ 


your wife; pleafunt thouvhis to jou. 
Racket allure. 
Keep her ont of iny way, and I fha'l be thank- 


[Lait 





' ful. Now jiormy tittle chambermaid—Cuipiad ! 
| thou arch rogue cffiit me, * [£xit. 
Enter Col. Duncan and Cart¥idce. 
Col, Nowews yetof the oid toiuier ? 
Car. None, Sir, J cob jays he hes been to ev- 


/ ery place Where be thought tuch a poor old nan 


might lodge, but hears nothing of Lim, 

Col. Well, what ot Ranter ? 

Car. Ihave watched all his motions, your 
honour, He bas engaged horfes of Hallet, to be 
at the city tavern by ten o’clock : he has been 
here, and is now gone toa houfe in the neiphbor- 
hood, « here Mrs. Racket is, but a few doors off, 

Col. Then do you go and exert yourfeit to 
fiad the aged foldier—all is uncertainty without 
him. 

Car. 1 wil! find him. fir, if poffible— 

Col. Duncan alone, 


[ Exit. 





Alas! my poor Caroline! ihis laft difappoint- 


| ment has been too much tor her {trength. Shcuid 


| the night pals away wituout further difcovery,l 


| fear for her health. 
| rows in my alarms for her— 





Ran. Wrrr,! have fecured my retreat, One | 


derd of pleaure ard then off. Let me fee, (/ooks 


at his watch,) it is near the ime | was to meet | 


her at Mrs, Quchs’—Faith I vbelicve I had better 
be off; ‘i's fat-it; and by ftaying Luuly add to 
my good deeds. 
fhall meet the Co loncl again; yet it is fatett to 
be off—our then to break an sppointment with 
a lady —oh for fhame, not for the world. Racket 
will be out—let me fee—I mait entice her home. 
Enter Racket. 

Ha! Racket, I thought you was for the play, 

Rack, 1am now on the wing. 

Ran. | thould be happy to accompany you, 
but thet lam engaged to {pend the evening at 
Mrs, Onels’, I fhall bave a cur(t time of it; 
ttew’d up with a mefS of old women at a card 
table, to play at balfpenny lieu. 

Rack. 1am forry | cannot have your compa- 
ny. Who is of your party ? 

Ran. 1 can only judge by what were there 
when I vifited her before, and your wiite fays 
the fame party always go together, as infepara- 
ble as Kooks, Lawyers, or Scotchmen. 

Rack. What, Mrs, Jumpty, I fuppefe, and the 
amiable fitters, with their henpeck’d bufbands. 

Ran, Even fo. When | was there before, | 

was feated between old Mrs. Mumble Cruft and 
Mrs. Bounce Flobby, while oppotite fat the ele- 
gant Mifs Van-brot-wagenhauf and her papa: 
** ] thinks, Captain,” faysMrs, Mumble, «it’s 
mighty warm, eb, he, he, ha! do yeu think fo 
Capiain, he, he, he, ha!” «It mult be expect- 
ed,” fays 1, ‘that I fthould be warm, fituated 
between two ladies whofe charms”—« | gue(s,” 
cries Madam Bounce Flobby, interrupting my 
compliment, ‘1 gucfs the Captain is preity 
well {queezed between us, for we are none of 
the {malleft.”  ‘* Ha, ha, ba, Madem,” fays I, 
‘¢] (wear your wit is too much this weather,” 
*¢ J thinks it 1s confounded hot,” cries Mr. Van- 
brot-wagenhauf, taking off his wig and rubbing 
his pate, ‘* I fweats like a tea water man’s horfe, 
Cot plefs me, lam all of a muck.” = *«* Law, 
Pspp2,’’ cries Milfs, *‘ howcan you afe fuch wul- 
ger difpreffions.” 





It is not likely though, that I | 


I begin tolofe my own for- 
[ Exit. 
tage darkened by degrees m——Fnter Racket=Sufannah following 
witha bundle. 

Suf. Well, there thes ;—you may take the 
clothes and drefs youriel —1"li go get a candle, 

Rack. No, no! flay. Tvrere is not the leaft 
occafion for a candle—come this w.y—don’t te 
afraid. 

Suf. Why, 1 guefS you don’t want me, 

Rack. Why, I guefsi ¢o ;—come, give me the 
clothes, give me the bundle, and then we will ,o 
into your milirefs’ room. 

Suf. No, Sir, L can’t indeed, I thank ye, Sir, 
here’s the clothes. 

Rack. Thank ye (catches her in his arms) \it- 


! tle devil. 





Su/. Law fowls! how you do fqueeze a body 
—Oh marcy —.et me go—here’s fomebudy com- 
ing—Oh dear me inz! 

Rack. Here! bere! they will foon pafs, (Re- 
tire back.) 

Enter Door Quiefcent, groping. 

Qui. Did not f heat ome thing ?—Nothing.— 

Wil, as 1 have found tie ‘ireet door open, I 


| will fteal tofily to her chamber, and tell her— 


i 


that Ooadiah Clump is bit by a mad dog—opium 
—let me fee—( Stands confidering.) 
Enter Mrs. Grenade oppofite, groping. 

Wid. 1 aw {ure | heara a noite. Lis but pra- 
dent to reconnoitre, however ;—it is fo dark, 
there wovld be no difcovering an enemy ’till 
within pifte) thot. 

Qui. Av, Iwill put him to reft—(Walks a 
gainfi the widow, both Part.) 

Hid. Oh la! tiiieves ! 

Oui. J mult folk, (Retires back.) 

Wid. Lam fo trizhtenea | dere not fcream— 
Oh dear me—I can’t find the way back again— 
(Groping about, gets from the front.) 

Mrs, R. (without) Sufannah ! 
hand a candle, 

Suf Ob! law fouls, it’s old Nick come for vs. 

Rack. Hufh! they will foon pafs— 

Enter Mrs. Racket groping, Ranter following, as from the fireet. 
furs. R. Sutannah! J cob! Cartridge! is 
there no one to bring me a light ? 

Ran. Dear Madam, do not dilire’s yourfelf 
on my account ; make no firanger of me—I will 
affure you, | have not one fear at being left in 
the dack with you; we will keep clofe, and 
drive away hobgoblins. 

filrs.R, Where can the fervants be ? | hope, 
Sir, you wili not mifconftrve my coufenting to 
return home with you—I thought Mr, Racket 


Sufannezh ! 





was sthome, but 1 fear he is not—Sufannah ! 





Ran. Vt is-—weli, adieu—!] wil] take care of 


Jacob ! Mr. Kacket !—~judeed, oir, | Wes tired 
of the jufipid company I wasin, end expected 
to make « more agreeable party here — 7 

— Kan, You thalt not be difsppointed, Madam ' 
fortune favours us-—) our hufbaad is at the thea- 
tre, the fervanis out, tet us teize this moment, 
this happy moment, formed, contrived, jaied 
fer our iutosl bappinels— 

Mlrs. Re Sir, my folly has betrayed me into 
av unexpected fituation—I thought bt had been 
with a yentieman, sad my huibend’s triend, 

Kan. You ere with one that adores your 
think, Madam, on your hefband’s ufage 5 is it 
notevicent that he wrongs you with your fer- 
vant? Think of his negle¢ts—his debaucheries ; 
and pity one that would hold himéelf biefled a- 
beve mortals, if he had you for a wite— 

firs. R. One who would violate the facred 
laws of hofpitality, and ruins the man he calls 
triead ! Ob how low has my thoughtlefs levity 
and foolifh (cheme reduced me !-- 

Kan, A\laback—upona wrong {cent ; dam’me+ 

“irs. &, Sufannab! J.cob!—will no one bring 
me a light, 





houfe—why then all ye devils, who prefice ov- 





er, inflame, and feed poffion! affiftme ! ieok ye, 
Madam; you have by your behaviour (call it 
what you will) encouraged my detres ; you 


fituation ; this is as much asl inconfcience couid 

expect you to do; tisnow my bufinefs to act— 

and fo by your leave, Madam—(seizing her.) 

Mrs, R. Unhand me, rvffian! 

_ Col. (without) This wey, Cartridge, fee who 

10 iS. 

Ran, Ha! (Lets her go.) 

Mrs, R, Thank heaven ! 

Enter Cal, Duncan, followed by Cartridge, with a candle. 
Stage lighted. 

Col. What have we here ? 

(in the confufion, Ranter lays held of the widow ; the Do@or of 

Sufannah ; and Mrs. Racket flies into her husband's ars.) 

Ran. The widow, by all that’s ugty! 

Hid. Infolent puppy ! [Exit. 


confifed.) 
éilrs. R. My hufband! am [in your arms? 
Rack. In aiy heart, firmiy ! fi mly rooted 
injured wom 1!—for you, rafcal— 
Mrs, R. Pity and defpife him—think b'm be- 
neath your revenge, and do not by «quarrel. rifk 
alife sow to be render’d precious to your tren 8. 
Rack. Out of my honfe, Sir, and thank this 
injured lady, that Ido not revenge mycell. 
Ran. Revenge ! tor what? for keeping your 
wite company, While you preferred he: fe: vant? 
Rack. Shame and tortures, 
Car. Why Mrs, Sufnunah, how came you play- 
ing hide and go feck among them? 
Suf, l—l—l—my mafter—he Ma’am—your 
clothes—that is—J—ma’am—iie--indeed I didn’t 
--and fo--and fo ma’am--that’s ail indeed. (cries.) 
Rack. Sufanneh is innoceat, though te my 
fhame be it fpoken, my intention in enticing her 
here was not—but this intention (though evi!) 
fhall be blets’d, and every thing which has fer ve 
ed to open my eyes to my folly, and my wiie's 
virtue :-—Sufznuash, go in; you fhali net be bla- 
med ; I bear teftimony that you are a good girl. 
Su/. Thenk’ee, Sir,—I’m fure | woulan’t tor 
the world, fo | wouldn’t. [Exit fobbing. — 
Qui. A very extraordinary cafe this! ha: 
Racket, I once faw fomething iike it in France. 
A gentleman— 
Rack. As to you, Mr. Ranter, find the door, 
Qui. 1 think you might hear a body thovgh t 
Ran. Sir, your mott ebfiquieus fervant,-- 
Madam, yours.—( Bows, going.) 
Col, Stop. Sir! Lhave an account again! you, 
Ran. Sir! (afide) him | fear—well, Sir! 
Col. 1 am not fatisficd that you came !oners- 





bly by that ring. I mutt know more—it belong: 


_ , 


Ran. (aide) There feems to be no one in the 


have placed yourlelfin a tolerably convenient 


Suf. Law! Mr, Doétor, is it you? (They fland 
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ed to my Wife! tomy fon! (4/1, in /urprife, 
Son!) You fay he is dead, out | hope co fiud, 
that what you fay is falfe. 

Kan, (afide) This is an onexpected ftroke. 

Col, Cartridge, soa told me that you hase 
found the toldier, 

Car. 1 did, your bonour, | could not prevail 
on bim to come with me, but be faid Le would 
ve here anon, 

Col. Uhen, Sir, 1 thall be enabled to judge, 
whether Laato look wepon you as my ion’s 
friend, or pot, If what you fay is true, I thal) 
not fo much regret his lofs, 

Ran. Sir, Capt. Hailer did not, know that he 
had a father living—but, Sir—I—I ami very for- 


ry that I fhould be the meflenger of ill news to; 


a father ; and, Sir, as I fuppofe his ignorance of 
you occalioned his giving the ring to me, I am 
ready to give it to one Who has undoubtedly a 
prior title. (Offers the ring.) 

Col. No, Sir. Though valuable for the fake 
of the dear woman who once wore it, if my fon 
gave it—it is your’s, and wearit. It is fome- 
thing more precious, ] would enquire intom 
does he live? Tell me he lives, and keep it with 
my thanks! 

Ran. | have already faid he is dead, I have 
bulinefs, and do not chufe to ttsy, when 1 have 
been told to go—(Geing, meets Haller and Camp 
ley , Ae flarts)—now all’s over, 

Hall, Villain, thou canft not efcape. Here 
your career js finifhed, ungrateful man! (ToRac.) 
Sir, do not think me rude in thus feizing my 
fervant, who, when I was on a fick bed, robbed 
me, and has with matchiefs impudence, impofed 
on your hofpitality in my clothes, Firitlet me 
ftrip him ot thefe noble badges, which thould 
only refide with honour. (Takes from him the 
cockade and fword.) And lait, this ring! on 
which, with fuperititious veveration. I have be- 
lieved my fate to depend. (Takes the ring, the 
colonel gazes at him.) 

Col. (afide) \tismit is himfelf! his mother 
fhines in every look and a¢tion—Sir—lI cannot 
fpeak—1 choke—Sir, trom whom did yeu re- 
ceive it? 

Hall. From my father, Sir. A dying father— 
clofe by my fide he fell, ttriving to fuccour me, 
then fainting with my wounds, ‘* Henry,” faid 
he, ‘* if you fhould live—the ring—your father,” 
he could fay no more—excufe me, Sir—I loved 
him. 

Col. Generous Haller ! 
thee that thy tather lived, 

Hall, Sir !— 

Col. My boy ! my noble boy ! Iam thy fether! 
(Clafps him te his arms.) 

Hall, Col, Duncen, my father ! 

Col. Sufpend your admiration for awbile.— 
When your angel mother died, and I returned 
to this my native country, I left you an infant 
with the brave, the generous Haller, as his fon. 
Fate bas withitood our meeting till thismoment, 
and long I mourned you flain. 

Hall, \foonrecovered of my wounds, though 
let: on the field for deac—to find fuch a father— 
(Offers to kneel.) 

Col, (catching him in his arms) My brave, my 
noble boy! Oh, tis too much—my old eyesplay 
the fool!—but there is another who clsims a part 
in thefe joyfnl embraces, one my ton, “hot 
worth I hope you know, to whom I fly with the 
glad tidings of happinefs and peace. [/xit. 

Hall, On, Campley, you never faw me trea 
ble thus before. 

Camp. Courage, man! you have not much to 
fear, tho’ I believe you will be made prifoner. 

Ruck. As an uuworthy friend of your noble 
father, Sir, lLgive you welcome. Mrs. Racket, 
Sir. (Introducing her.) 

Hall. The fitter of Mifs Felton? We fhall be 
better acquainted, This is my friend, Lieut. 
Campley. (Racket bows to Camples ; during 


he would have told 





tis the Dotior is very bufy talking to Cav dge sit 


' , P 
the back Jcene, who Jeems uiealy.) 


Rack, The woble Capt, Raster, has given me 
your character, Capt. H Jk r,.—This, Sir, is ihe 
good-natured, toolilb, cowardly friend of yours, 
who chalienped the litthe lawyer, and had his 
brains blown ont by an officer, the gentleman 
you ufed to fave trom being kicked, 

Ran, Geailemen, you bave deteéled me, and 
now buve me in your power, Treat nie as your 
generofity tuggeits. 

Kack, Iftand reproved : ] cannot look upon 
you with an evil eye; you have been inftrument- 
a! in refioring me to my feofes,and fhewing me 
the virtues of a good wife. 

irs, R. One who will be fo in future, Mr. 
Racket; he has been the means of fhewing me 
the folly of thinking to reclaim you, by an ap 
pearance of vice in myfeli. Itrott, in future, 
when we fhall fecl each other’s worth, and ovr 
mutual heppinels, we flail be tempted to blefs 
him. 

Qui, (comes forward,) What is all this? Has 
Miis got a brother come home by chance? Are 
you (Z/’o Haller) Mifs Felton’s brother, Sir ? 

Hall, Her buiband, Sir. 

Qui. Ba, ha, ha! your fervant for thet, Sir— 
flie is engaged to me-—ha, ha, ha! her hufband ; 
well, that’s laughable enough. 

Hall, Engaged to you, Sir! pray, Sir, who 
are you? 

Qui, A phyfician, Sir; took my degree at 
Edinburgh ; obtained it by writing a thefis up- 
on recovering drowned kittens ; a furgeon, Sir; 
celebrated as a pharyngotomift, a phytologilt, 
ftudied in Italy ; a pharmacologift, a phleboto 
mift, verfed in the phyfical, chirurgical, and ob 
ftretical arts—Doctor Quiefcent, 

Hall, Poor feliow, he’s mad. 

Qui. Sir! 

Mrs. R. (thought fo this morning ; poor Doc- 
tor! 1 heard him tay fomething about mad cogs. 

Qui. Madam! 

Kack. Vanity has turn’d his brain, poor fellow! 

Qui. Sir | what do you mean, Sir? 

Car. Jacob faid he was crazy. 

Oug, Sir! 

Mrs. R. Go home and go to bed, Doctor. 

Qui. Madam! I’\l be revenged for this; re- 
veng’d vpun you al}, by all that’s phy fical, chy- 
mica!, and galenical, L Exit. 

Rack. Poor tellow ! ha, ha, ba ! 

Enter Col, Duncan and Mi/s Felton, 

Hall. My Carwiine. 

Mifs ®. Heory ! alive ! under this roof ! Ob 
let me fly ! (Embrace.) Merciful heaven, tis he! 
he lives! it is my Henry—this is too much joy. 
( Embrace.) 

Col. Ble fs ye! blefs ye, my children ! Oh, may 
an old fond parenc’s prayer be heard, and you 
be ever bleffed, 

Mifs F. Capt. Ranter here! I cannot bear his 
prefence, he tole me that he few my Henry die. 

Hall. Villain t could you, with cool deliber- 
ate crocliy, torture fuch innocence ? 

Rack. Kick him out, Mr. Cartridge. 

Car. Excule me, your honour; when a man 
is going Cown hill, thece will be enough to kick 
and p: fh him, without me. 

Rack. Ought he not to fall? Ings? 

Car. Yes, your honour, but his own guilt is 
heavy enough to fink him; heaven torbid | 
fhou'd make ‘he weight more galling, 

Mifs F. Indeed, 1 did not know that he was 
untoriunate. or 1 would not have moved anger 
againft h'm for the world. 

Hall. Since you forgive him, my dear Caro- 
line, I will take a leffon of this noble fpirited old 
foldier. —Marfh, when I took you as my fervant, 
your being fick. and poflefling more knowledge 
than we ce mmonly meet with in the ranks, was 
your only recommendation: | heard your ftory, 
and believed you, but your behaviour fince, 





makes me think, that what you then told me is 
talfe ; tell me truly who you are, and be aflured 
1 can treely forgive you ; lam too happy to bear 
malice, 

Ran. Say, too good, Sir, IT have been a moft 
ungrateful villain all my life. My father wasa 
clergyman, in the neighbourhood of London, 
from whom I received a liberal education, 
which was fivithed at Oxford, I gave myle!i op 
to vicious ccurfes, and in a drunken brawl, tho’t 
1 had killed one of my companions, I made off, 
and having robbed my father, | embarked for 
this country ; and, 2fter pafling through various 
fcenes of villainy and milery, | enlifted in your 
company—you ksow the reil, 

Col. Your father ! 

Ran, My father! (Turns from them.) 

Col. 1s he dead ? 

Ran. My guilty deeds fent him with forrow 
tothe grave. Theman whom I thought I bad 
killed, recovered—but I murdered my poor ta- 
ther more effectually. Let me have juftice—I 
am a robber. 

‘ifs F. Would that heaven would forgive as 
freely asall here do. 

Col. It would be impicus to think otherwife, 
Let us retire from this hal! We will reftore 
you to peace, but firft mult reltore you to the 
paths of VIRTUE, for out of them there is none, 








Married, 


In Newbury, on Thurfday evening, by the 
Rev. Mr. Popkin, JAMES BURNHAM, E(q, of this 
town, to Mrs, HANNAH SAWYER, of Newbury, 

In Portfmouth, Capt. GeornGe M‘Lean, to 
Mifs ANN TRIPE. 

a 
Died, 

In Philadelphia, Dr. EL1Jan Perkins :— 
He was returning from an evening vifit with his 
wife, was feized in the {treet witha fit of cough- 
ing, and ina few minutes expired.—lIt is re. 
markable though he had no previous indifpofi. 
tion, he had @ ftrong prefentiment of his fpeedy 
diffolution.—Walking with his lady ov the ev. 
ening of his death, on pafling a cabinet maker’s 
fhop, he faw a coffin, and faid, Our friend is pre- 
paring a coffin for fome perfon, and perhaps the 
next hemakes may be for me. This was the cule, 

In Salem, Mr. Jonn Carwick, at, 28 :— 
He was purfuing his bufinefs in the enjoyment of 
perfect heal:h on Saturday evening, and on Sun- 
day evening was lying beneath the fod, 

« /y nature's law, what may be, may be now: 
‘ There’s no prerogative in human hours,” 

In Newbury, Mils Kuth Plummer, et. 28 — 
Mifs Polly Pearfon, zt. 15.—Child of Mr. Sem- 
vel Noyes, jr.--Child of Mr. Samuel Poor, 

In this tewn, Mrs. Pike, wite of Mr. Wil- 
liam Pike.—Child o! Copt. James Swain, 
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NEW JEWELRY STORE. 
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I. D. TREADWELL, 
Refpeafully informs his fricnds and the public, that 
he has taken the Store, lately improved by 
Mr.A ‘Tappan. No. 8. Water itrcet, 

Where he offers for Sale, a handfome affortment of 
GOLD and GILT JEWELRY, 

SILVER and PLATED WARE, 

HARD WARE, CUTLERY, 
and BRITANNIA WARE, 
warranted to be of the newett fathions, 
wwholefale or retail. 
BSP Hair Work, Engraving, and Gold Lettering, executed 
with neatnc{s,——Orders pundually attended ta, 


+4¢6¢ +e He FHSS FHHH THHHE HH SSH SCO SS 


OPO? POOP LONPOE AGO 
COTTON YARN, 


Of various numbers, for fale by 
MOSES KIMBALL, jr. Market-Squarc. 
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June 7, 186. 
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Merrimack Magazine and Ladies’ Literary Cabinet. — 
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HAMLET'S SOLILOQUY, 
IMITATED, 





7 
TO print, or not to printthat is the queftion. 
Whether ’tis better in a trunk to bury 
‘The quirks and crotchets of outrageous Fancy, 
Or fend a weil-wrote copy to the prefs, 
And by difciofing, endthem. To print, to doubt 
No more ; and by one act to fay we end 
"The head-ache, and a thoufiand natural thocks 
Of {cribbling frenzy—’tis a confummation 
Devoutly to be wifh’d. ‘To print—to beam 
From the fame ihclf with Pope, in calf well bound: 
To fleep, perchance, with Quarles—Aye, there’s the rub 
For to what clafs a writer may be doom d, 
When he hath thufficd off fome paltry fiuff, 
Mutt give us paufe. There's the refpead that makes 
Th’ unwilling poet keep his piece nine years. 
For who would bear th’ impatient thirft of fame, 
‘The pride of confeious merit, and “bove all, 
The tedious importunity of friends, 
When as himfclf might his quietus mike 
With a bare inkhorn ? Who would fardles bear ? 
To groan and fweat under a load of wit ? 
But that the tread of tteep Parnaffus? hill, 
That undi‘cover d country, with whofe bays 
Few travellers return, puzzies the will, 
And makes us rather bear to live unknown, 
Than run the hazard to be Known, and damn’d, 
Thus critics do make cowards of us all, 
And thus the healthful face of many a poem 
Is ficklied o’er with a pale manufcript ; 
And enterprizers of great fire and fpirit, 
With this regard from Printers turn away, 
And lofe the name of Authors. 
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ELIZA. 


In fair Eliza’s tender youth, 
Woen reafon firft began to dawn, 

I faw the nymph array’d in truth, 
Pure as the taintlefs breath of morn. 


lier charms with each revolving day 
Uatolded to the admiring view, 

5 veet as the op’ning flower of May, 
When moilten’d by the pearly dew. 


Nor led by fancy’s airy dreams, 
Nor rul’d by tathion’s tinfel’d thow, 
Her infant mind imbib’d the (treams 
From whence the fofteft virtues flow. 


I’ve mark’d the fair through ev’ry flage, 
From childhood to the prefent hour, 

i've feen each grace improve with age, 
Aad fwains unnumber’d own their pow’r. 


-Odferv’d the radiance of her eye, , 
Which pleafes, yet excites a fear, 
Fas never faii’d at mis’ry’s figh 
To add new luftre by a tear, 


Beho!d her now, in beauty’s prime, 
Defign’d by heaven to blefs and pleafe ; 
Her flender form matur’d by time, 
Now moves with matchle’s grace and cafe. 


In curling treffs loos’d behind, 
The flowing ringlets of her hair, 
Which float difporting to the wind, 
And thed new tragrance on the air. 


Her voice like mufic to the foul, 
Whofe notes will charm the fivage breaft, 


Can ev’ry flim>? bot Jove controul, 


Aad foothe each paffion into re{t. 





For the Werrimackh Wagazine, 


MESSRS. EDITORS, 

The orarorica! talents of Demo'thenes tucre embloyd ta the 
greate? advantage in his time; he had the porvrr of allaying 9 
exciting the iidignation of his countrymen, and could fire the war'd 
with arms, or ciufe peace to abound through the earth ; but, not- 
uw thftanding the unrivalled magnanimity wich he feeming!y pof- 
Sefed, he never was found in the fied of battie, but had rather 
flee his country to avoid the danger of war. —The following perti- 
nent lines were inferibed on tle tom) of this grea: Orator. 


Divine in fp2ech, in knowledge, too, divine, 
Has valor’s wreith, Demosthenes, been thine, 
Pair Greece had {till her ‘reedonn’s enfign borne, 
And held the fcourge of Macedon with fcorn, 
PLUTARCH. 
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AN EPITAPH, 
On Dr. Sizerin an, author of the Art of Punning. 
Bene*th this marble tlone there lies 
Poor Tom, more merry much than wite; 
Who only liv’d tor two great ends, 
To fpend his cath, and lofe his friends, 
His darling wife of him bereft, 
Is only griev'd—there’s nothing left. 





o-—-— 
THE PRUDENT MAID. 


Help me niture, help me art, 
Why fhou!d I deny my heart? 
Ifa lover thould purfue, 
Like the wifeft let me do; 

I will fic him if he’s true ; 

If be’s talfe (i! fit him too, 


4 OF Ord — 
ON A PALE LADY. 


WHENCE comes it that, in Clara’s face, 
The lily only has a place ?— 

Is. it, that the abfenr rote 

Is gone to paint her hufband’s nofe ? 
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Diversity, 
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LEDYARD’S EULOGY ON WOMEN. 


] HAVE always remarked that women 
in al! countries, are civil, oblizing, tender, 
and humane; that they are cver inclined 
to be gay and cheerful, timorous and mod- 
eit ; and that they do nothefitate, like men, 
to perform a generous aétion. Not haugh- 
ty, arrogant, nor fupercilious, they are full 
of courtefy, and fond of fociety ; more hia- 
ble in general to err than man, but gene- 
rally more virtuous, and performing more 
good actions thanhe. To a woman, either 
civilized or favage, I never addreifed my- 
fclf in the language of decorum and friend- 
fhip, without receiving adecent and triend- 
ly anfwer—with men ithas been otherwife. 

In wandering over the barren plains of 
inhofpitable Denmark, thro’ honeti Swed- 
en, and frozen Lapland, rude and churlith 

Finland, unprincipled Raffia, and the wide 
fpreading regions of the wandering Tartar 
—if hungry, dry, cold, wet, or fick, the 
women have ever been friendly to me, and 
uniformly fo; and to add to this virtue (fo 
worthy of the appellation of benevulence) 
thefe actions have been performed in fo 
kind a manner, thatif I was dry, 1 drank 
the fweeteft draught—and if hungry, I eat 











the coarfeft morfel, with a double relith. 
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ON GOVERNING THE PASSIONS, 


AMONG the various fubjeéts that are 
difculf:d, there is one of importance too 
much unnoticed ; to moderate unruly paf- 
fions, and regulate the will, may not im- 
properly engrols the attention. The mind 
vf man is fo calculated to ennoble itfelf, 
that it may jultly be {tiled the moft copious 
heldin nature. The works of creation 
‘€ proclaim their great original ;” but the 
ftudy of the foul is the moft {tupendous, 
entertaining, and inftru@ive. To havea 
right knowledge of ourfelves, is an attain- 
ment at which few arrive; yet, as thofe 
who form the family of mankind are free 
agents, and confequently independent as to 
their thoughts, words, and aétions, if they 
check the rifing propenfities of evil, and 
encourage thofe that are praife-worthy, fo - 
far they act in conformity to what is be- 
towed on them, eflablifh the empire of 
reafon in their hearts, and are entitled to 
the proverbial faying of the wife man— 
** He that auleth the (pirit is greater than 
he that taketh a city.” 

I do not pretend to inveftigate the mats 
ter, but freely own my motive is to court 
fone abler pen, being fenfible my youth 
and inexperience will pronounce me too 
unequal tor fuch a fubjedt, and fufficiently 
apologize for fo abruptly leavifg what 
fome perhaps will fay I had no right to at- 
termpt.—A compliance with this invitation 
will be confidered as a condefcenfion to in- 
ftruct a Female Enquirer. 


—— «0 Oo» —— 


A VERY GOOD RULE. 


A.MAN who had climbed a chefnut tree, 
had by careleffnefs mitfed his hold of one of 
the branches, and fell tothe ground with 
fuch violence as to break one of his ribs. 
A neighbour coming to his affiftance re- 
marked to him drily, * that had he follow- 
ed his rule in thefe cafes, he would havea- 
voided this accident.” * What rule do you 
mean,’ faid the other indignantly. ‘ ‘This,’ 
replied the philofupher, ‘never to come 
down from a place fafler than you go Up. 
DS OS oS ROS OSPR SS EE ERS PES, 

PLAIN AND ORNAMENTAL 
LETTER-PRESS PRINTING, 
IN ITS VARIOUS BRANCHES, 
EXECUTED WITH DISPATCH, 
By W.@J. GILMAN, 
AT THE MAGAZINE-OFFICE, 

No. 4, Middie-street, Newburyport. 
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the laft number of each volume. 
7 Complete fetts of numbers may be had, 
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